Reconstruction by Abbate, Francesca
Masthead Logo The Iowa Review
Volume 34
Issue 1 Spring Article 41
2004
Reconstruction
Francesca Abbate
Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an
authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.
Recommended Citation
Abbate, Francesca. "Reconstruction." The Iowa Review 34.1 (2004): 119-119. Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.5858
FRANCESCA ABBATE 
Reconstruction 
Then came the sand trucks, 
the glass trucks, whistling 
here, better put on a pair of these. 
Ears palm-lodged, spoons idle, 
we were up to what anyway, 
our fingertips trolling for clues: 
soft collapse of an ash pile, some 
sub-atomic cackle. I was 
running my thumb over 
the smooth girl in my compact, 
like a contagion, the grain 
of that skin, like: "Are not 
the plague cities also 
beautiful?" Churches sprang up 
along canals, the porous everything 
exhaled its dewy ghosts. 
In the piazza, some light 
that didn't know from history 
or "the painterly dawn" 
tacked about her, and? 
fire-sailer, boat of so sonorous 
a medium?I believed. 
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